06/30/2024 


Summit Report 
White Mountain Peak, CA 


Stats: 


Distance: 62 miles / 100 km 
Elevation gain: 11,266 ft / 3433 m 
Elapsed time: 12:42 
Moving time: 9:13 
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Overview 


White Mountain Peak (14,252ft), located northeast of the city of Bishop on US-395, is the 
third-highest peak in California and the highest bikeable peak in North America. It is part of 
the Inyo-White Mountains which are composed of some of the oldest sedimentary rocks in 
California with fossils nearly 600 million years old. The White and Inyo Mountains to the 
south are in the rain shadow of the Sierra Nevada which creates a striking desert-like 
appearance and the perfect conditions for the world's oldest living trees, the Ancient 
Bristlecone Pines. Methuselah, the oldest of these trees, is over 4,700 years old and 


tree-rings have been used to create a record dating back over 8,600 years. 
Camp 


Hannes and | arrive on White Mountain Road around 20:00 Saturday evening, as the sun is 


going down we are anxious to find a place to set up camp and enjoy the last bit of light. 


We lucked out with an amazing campsite, with stunning views of the Sierras as the sun 


tucked behind, revealing thousands of stars which lit up the night sky. | have camped only a 


few times in my adult life, this is however my first using my own gear and equipment. 


Sunday Morning 


Woken up early by a mixture of the intense sunlight, angst, and excitement we start our day 
around 7:30 with a goal to be on two wheels by 8:30. Boiling water and hand-grinding 
coffee beans from Germany we sit on our perch and take in the morning view of the 
Sierras. Aeropressed coffee, a bowl of yogurt with granola and a smoothie to kick start our 
day as not only will mental and physical strength be needed for this expedition but proper 
fueling is key. We get dressed and prepare our bikes and gear we will be bringing with us 


for what we anticipate 8-9 hours. 


| am riding my Titanium gravel bike, which | have adapted into somewhat of a 1980s-style 
MTB with a modern flatbar cockpit and aggressive geometry. 45mm wide tyres are my 


suspension. Hannes is quivering his 2019 S-Works Crux he got 


secondhand with a fun grateful dead-esque paint job. A 
lightweight jack-of-all-trades bike that excels on the road just as 


much as it does off-road. 


Start 


Starting at 7800 feet we climbed a beautiful sweeping 
road, playing hide and seek with the Sierras, eventually 
hitting the gravel road which would be our surface for the 
next 11 hours. Rolling on soft, clay-like sand while admiring 
the Ancient Bristlecone Pine Forest (home to the oldest 


tree in the world) made soaring up to 10,000 feet calm yet 


exciting. It seemed like no matter how much we would climb, we would also descend, 


staying at this never-ending 10K. 


Until reaching a paved section of 
road that was so steep it had to be. 
This section was nearly one mile 
long averaging 14% grade with 
pitches near 20%. Shooting up past 
11 thousand feet, your breathing 
becomes slower, and time seems 
to slow down. I've never been 
above 9k feet before this trip, so 
every pedal stroke feels new. After 
cresting the road, you are greeted 


by a scenery that makes you think 


you may have landed on the moon. 
White crater-like peaks seem to pierce the big blue sky that is so close it appears to be 
within reach. It is only till now that passing over these hills you get your first glance at the 
peak. After a steady descent towards the lurking beast, we are somehow back at ten 
thousand feet. You want to enjoy the descent, but you can’t help but think that the summit 
is getting closer and you're still going downhill. Here you approach “the gate” — 


maintenance vehicles only past this point. 


Hitting the next incline, you 
realize it's about to be up fora 
long time. The rocks get bigger, 
and the road gets steeper. The 
space-like scenery helps take 
your mind off the climb as we 


find a good pace. 


Not long after, we reach the University of California Research 
Station, sitting on a plateau of about 12.5k feet. This is 
especially cool for Hannes as 
he is studying and running 
projects of his own at the 
Berkeley labs. We park it for 
about 30 minutes as we 
catch our breath, eat some 


food, and take in the views. 


There is a small group of 
students who take bi-weekly shifts conducting various 
research on the mountain. Housing a group of sheep and 


the beginning of many marmot sightings, this was a nice 


break as we have not encountered much wildlife (or 
humans). While Hannes took a power nap, | found two students playing basketball ona 
hoop with a wooden backboard and atin can rim/net situation. | asked if that was 
regulation, as the hoop towered above 1 Oft (regulation height). He laughs 
and says, “The ball barely fits through the hoop.” | retrieve the ball and 
take a shot. It nearly 
goes over the top of the 
backboard; the elevation 
acts as helium, and the 
ball seemed to fly out of 


my hands even after a 


tiring 5 thousand feet of 
climbing. After some quick chat, it was 


time to keep moving. 


(Kobe!) 


What we faced next was nothing like we had experienced thus far. The “road” narrows and 


steepens. Rocks continue to gain size and quantity, making for tricky riding, often leading to 


a dismount, taking a few steps, and trying again. Suddenly, we crest and are greeted by new 


views. Somewhat grassy Stonehenge scenery as we roam atop rock gardens, often being 


raced by marmots. If you 

is, think of a beaver mixed 
More steep climbing. You 
summit easily and question 
there (switchbacks, it’s 
steep and so chunky, it is 
We ponder leaving our bikes 
of 30 pounds. We keep 

this climb alone, but without 
would have really struggled 
bike was lighter. Not zoning 


disassociating, | look up to 


don't know what a marmot 
with a squirrel—very cute. 
are now able to see the 
how we are going to get up 
always switchbacks). So 
difficult to hike our bikes. 
here and shedding upwards 
pushing. It’s possible to do 
Hannes leading the way, | 
here. | think it’s because his 
out but somewhat 


see a herd of about 15 


bighorn sheep just chilling on a soft edge—hell yeah. These guys worked as a good target | 


could compare our elevation gain to. 


The last one thousand feet span just 
under a mile. This is steep. We approach 
two patches of snow still hanging on 
during a massive heatwave throughout 
the eastern Sierras this week. We have 
the option of staying on the original trail 
and walking through the snow or defying 
gravity and taking the makeshift trail to 
avoid the snow. Hannes went up. With 
resent, | followed. You can now see the 
peak clearly; you can see the data 
collection center on top, but there is still 
a vertical wall of 700 feet. Struggling not 
to stumble on the next oversized loose 
rock is really all | remember for the next 
30(?) minutes as | am hurting yet 
determined. Approaching the final 
switchback, the 


summit is feet away as Hannes waits so we can crest together. 
Pretending to be out of breath (I actually was), | say, “I can’t go any 
further.” We both pity laugh and reach the White Mountain Peak. An 
incredible relief as we embrace and urgently sit down before being able 


to take in the view(s). (I was stuck in this position for about 5 minutes) 


We pull out our Summit Sandwiches and zone out for a couple of 
minutes as | devour some turkey, ham, and mozzarella, fresh from my sweaty hydropack 

backpack (yum). As Hannes rests his eyes, | take in the peak. Surprisingly, the temperature 
at 14,252 feet today was around 60 degrees, nice in the sun but cold in the wind (kinda like 


SF). We recuperate and take some photos together and of each other. 


I'm very happy to adventure with someone who shares a love of photography. 
Getting Back 


It's 17:45, and it’s time to go; the sun sets at 20:20. We've still got 30 miles and roughly 3 
thousand feet to gain before getting back to camp. Motivated, the way down somehow 
appears a bit less steep and a bit less chunky than on the way up. Still, | Know every 


decision is critical, and any mistake could lead to a bad time. 


We arrive back to the “Stonehenge.” The lighting is becoming golden and reflecting off the 
grassy stones. A marmot that is easily 20 pounds runs alongside me as if we are heading 
into battle. This was awesome. We are motivated and inspired by the breathtaking scenery 
and think, “We rode up this?” We trudge on and are stopped by the urge to admire the 
mountain. Quickly passing through the research center, we decide it will be too late to have 
dinner in Bishop, and we need to cook our pasta at camp. We have no Salt... Shoutout to 


the kind man who fetched us a bag of salt. 


Focusing on going down works a completely different muscle in your mind than if going up. 
| am exhausted and feeling the effects of elevation. After bumping into rocks for 7 hours, 
we both develop pounding headaches. Not great when you do not have suspension. 
Attempting to avoid the washouts and grimacing with nearly my entire body, we somehow 
are climbing again? This pattern goes on for a while, with headaches increasing, and 
blinking seems darker than normal (not sure how to explain this feeling); however, the 


stoke is high as the scenery almost seems brand new in the golden light. 
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After more hard work, we are greeted by yet another showing of the Sierras, this time: 
Dreamy Sunset Edition. This, plus the warmer weather of the infamous 10 thousand feet 
range, gave me a real second wind. | had fueled extremely well all day but was running out 


with about 15 miles remaining. Hannes had run out earlier and was starting to feel the 


effects. | tried to pull him as he did me and really take in the moment. 


| made a mistake earlier in the day that would come 
back to bite hard. | chose not to bring my light. | had 


more than enough space to carry it, but for some 


reason, | decided not to (well, besides underestimating 
how long this would take). | learned my lesson as the 
sun faded behind the peaks of the Sierras. It will be 
completely dark soon. With ten miles to go, we can no 
longer make out rocks sticking up from the soft sand. 
We decided that our best option would be holding our 


phones’ flashlight in hand while descending. This 


allowed us to barely make out the ground in front of us as it would quickly make itself 


known as it passed through our light, it was not easy but it saved us. 


We are soon approaching the end of the gravel. We just need to descend a two 
thousand-foot road that sweeps back and forth into the night. My comfort thought was, “It’s 
kinda like descending Mt. Tam, which you've done countless times.” Thankfully, my bike 
computer helps me see the upcoming bends in the road as | call them out. | can feel 
Hannes struggling. He calls a stop and throws up. Says, “Let's go,” and we keep dropping 
feet. This descent did not feel real. We cannot see 12 feet ahead of us. The temperature is 
getting warmer as the night gets later, and the stars begin to show one by one by one. We 
lock in mentally and bottom out just before reaching camp. One last kicker up, which we 


playfully give an extra amount of effort and we are done. 


Despite exhaustion, | have reached fight-or-flight behavior. Hannes is lying in the car 
dealing with an unhappy stomach. | start up the fire and boil some water for our 
much-needed pasta. We eat and struggle to comprehend what we have just accomplished 


to the point of not even talking about it. We can do that tomorrow. 
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This is an adventure | will never forget. Thank you, Hannes, and thank you, White Mountain 
Peak. | don’t see myself summiting this mountain again, but would love the opportunity to 


spend more time exploring the mountain. 


1am proud and excited about this accomplishment. 
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These are all my photos so | wanted to highlight some of Hannes captures 


